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The  customers,  waiting   their  turns,   were  all
reading
The Daily, the Hei aid, the Po*>t> little heeding The young man who bluited out such a blunt
question, Not one laised his head, 01  e'en made a bug-
gestion And the barbei kept on shaving
2   " Don't you see, Mi  Brown/7 Cried the youth with a fiowii, " How wrong the whole thing is, How preposteious each wing is, How flattened the head, how jammed down the
neck is? In shoit, the whole owl, what an ignorant wieck
'tis t
I make no apology, I've learnt owl-eology,
I've passed clays and nights in a, bundled collections,
And cannot be blinded to any deflections Arising fiom unskilful fingers that fail To stuff a bird right, from his head to his tail. Mr Brown, Mr. Brown, Do take the bird down, Or you'll soon be the laughing-stock over the
town t" And the barber kept on shaving